6- METRE
There have always been some  extremists in  every age
To decry all metrical and ornamental langauge
'Content is all the concern' has been their contention
But that content unadorned may escape our   attention.
There are also some who denounce the rhythm
And distort the verse to sound like delirium
Thus they destroy the means and the goal,
A good song charms the ear and elevates the soul.
There are very  many  great poets  who   never  touch'd
verse
Soaresome versifiers who had nothing todo with poetry
The view that metre is a "must" to poetry is perverse
'Verse libre' you all call prose-poetry; I call it 'Prosetry'
A poem need be trimmed to the minimum limit
One word more may kill the beauty and spirit
A poem is enjoyed more which tickles us to  think
Some poets mix too much water with their ink-
Seventy five times Gray refm'd his Church Yard rhymes
Tolstoy recast his 'Anna Kerinina' a hundred times
Goethe perfected his "Faust" for about three score
years
The more we labour,  the   more   effortless   the   verse
appears.
The clouds that look gloomy and threatening
Give us downpour and lightening
The clouds that look glossy and bewitching
Are often hollow and decieving.
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